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Those Fucking Roaches, Man 
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1186, January tth 


A day of relaxing. Relaxation. From a tour that was practically pointless. No matter how much we travel, how 
hard we try, something comes up to us and fucks us in the ass. Always. And on top of that, the lifestyle of 
the city, getting booed off stage, drugs, drinking, fucking girls, its been getting to Dave. A lot. And it's starting 
to effect how he plays bass, which, | mean, he's a bassist, so not like its that important.. but still, poor kid. 


My sidetracked thinking leads to nowhere. When | snapped back out of my thoughts, | shifted in the 
uncomfortable bed that felt like it was about to snap and hit the floor. How | hate these shitty hotels! 


Those bastards at the front desk always seem to mishear me, cause when | asked for a good room, instead | 


got roaches, neighbors fucking, and itchy sheets. 


There was a thud in the room next to me. Than another. That room was Dave's room. | banged my fist against 


the wall. "Shut up!" | hollered, followed by silence. 


There it was again, louder. | grimaced and stood up, running to the door of my room and jolting out. Why is 


peace and quiet so hard to obtain? Why? | banged on the door, clenched fists and what not. 

No answer, but knowing Dave, it was most likely unlocked. | turned the knob, and surely enough, it was. Y'know, 
that kid has got to stop doing that. It's just a home invasion waiting to happen. Opening the door, The shifting 
noises echoed throughout the hallway. 


"Dave, | can hear you from the next room over!" | said loudly, and marched towards his bedroom. The door 


was clearly wide open, so | just waltzed into the kids room and stood before the amusing sight. 


The ginger had been poking at a cockroach with a broom, as it remained still on his bass. The boy had a look of 
fear and frustration on his face, one that will never not be amusing. 


| snickered, and darted my eyes at him. "Need help?" 


He looked up at me, his ginger curls draping his face, and smiled shyly at me. His hazel orbs lit up like train 
lights in a tunnel. 


"Sure," He turned around to grab the broom, and handed it to me. | accepted it- but | scoffed and threw it 
behind me, hearing it thud against a wall. Dave jumped. 


| leaned down and picked up the insect in the palms of my hands, and threw it out the open window. 
| looked down at the ginger, who looked up at me with a sense of admiration. Like a puppy? Yeah, like that. 
"Better?" | ruffled his soft hair, and heard him purr in delight, and shut his eyes. | quickly pulled my hand back. 


"Yeah!" He smiled warmly, and gave me that goddamn look again It was.. nice? | think.. he is like a little brother 


in all honesty. So naive.. and innocent. 


| gave him a quick nod, and a smile. | don't like being too affectionate with people, y'know. It's kind of hard 


ignoring him sometimes, or cursing him, or scolding him, cause he's so likeable. 


| always feel the need to protect him from the world, and | know it's not my job but | still feel obligated too. | 
don't know why. 


"David?" He questioned me, snapping my thoughts away. 


"Hmmm?" 


"Nothing." 
| turned away and walked to the door, still looking at the boy and thinking about how naive he is. 


He looked at me, with a rather disappointed look on his face. "You're gonna leave?" He asked in a sad tone. 


Fucking hell! That look and that voice are heartbreaking. 
"Yeah, but I'm only a room over, so keep it down" 


| turned around, hands in pockets, and started walking away. | remembered something, and turned around, facing 


the open door and Dave, still in the same position. 
"Oh, and also," | spoke softly and directly at the boy. 


"Lock your door, | don't want you to get killed" 


Wake Up Dead 
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"David!" 


The honey-blonde rolled over and muttered incoherently. Who would dare to bother David Ellefson at this 
hour? And who had a spare key to his room? Dave, that's who. It seemed like the bassist would always do this, 
waking David up at some crazy hour to ask a simple question. He recalled once Dave waking him up to ask if he 
was awake, and he also remembered the welt that he left from pushing his Mini-Mustaine face first on the 
ground. The rug burn was gnarly. The guilt was, too. 


"What? It's like." David glanced at the small alarm clock on the nightstand. "l:45 AM!" He rubbed his eyes and 
looked at the petite figure above him; and saw that Dave had bloodshot eyes that were shedding tears. "What's 


going on?" David questioned sternly, yet gently. He knew him well, and knew he was sensitive. 


The light beside the singers bed made the red-haired bassist look very alluring and shadowy- yet very gentle, 
and beautiful. "Gar's fuckin’ dead!" Dave sobbed and choked on his tears. "H-He isn't waking up, | tried waking 
him up and he-" Dave burst out crying again, so instead, David stood up. "Calm down, Dave," He muttered and 


stood up, only in his briefs. "Let's take a look, shall we?" 


The boys walked to the next room over, Dave following behind David. Dave felt comforted knowing that David 
would do these things for him, protect him, take him under his wing. When he was a wreck, the guitarist would 
comfort him, unlike everyone else. If Dave would show up in someone else's room at some crazy hour, fretting 


for his passed out junkie friend- that's another story. 


David opened the door- the unlocked door, to his dismay. This had not been the only time Gar would pass out 
due to excessive drinking or drug use. In fact, usually it happens every week or so when they tour. Usually, it 
is just the tall man being a blackout drunk, while, on a rare occasional he would have an almost fatal drug 
overdose. Plus, since David and Chris share a hotel room while on tour; Dave and Gar do too. Leaving the 


innocent boy from a farm exposed to the reality of being addicted to smack. 


‘lm going to check on him, he'll be alright," David said, pained looking into the gentle green eyes filled with 
worry. Dave nodded and began to wipe the tears from his face with his sleeve. "Promise?" He spoke softly, 
with concern in his cracking voice. David felt his heart break at his words, and butterflies rise. "OF course." He 
spoke in an assuring voice. David couldn't get the image of that fuckin’ ginger's puppy dog eyes out of his head. 
He felt guilty all of a sudden, felt the need to hold the smaller body, tell him things would be okay. 


Wait.. What the fuck? He shouldn't think like that. 


David shut the door behind him, leaving his red-haired bassist waiting outside. Although it is beyond likely Gar 
just passed out and crashed on the floor of the living room, like always, he didn't want Dave to get any more 
upset. Upon walking into the biggest area in the hotel room, complete with a Television, couch, and enough 
balloons of heroin hidden to supply fucking Afghanistan, he noticed the tall man sprawled across the floor. He 
was only wearing briefs and socks, which only made the singer imagine what he had been doing. There was also 


bruises along his thigh. David gagged. 


The singer and guitarist curiously poked at his face. He could feel him breathing, feel his body move at his 
touch. The honey-blonde frowned, and wrinkled his nose. "Wake up, you drunk fuck!" He hissed at the passed out 
drummer. He imagined the shy ginger carefully putting a hand on Gar, and freaking the fuck out when he 
doesn't move. That was probably what happened. 


When he didn't move, a devious smirk appeared on David's face. He drew his hand back, and quickly smacked 
the back of it across Gar's pale cheek. He scrambled up and caressed the reddening welt left on his cheek by 
the smaller man. "Dave thought you were dead," David said, crossing his arms. The tall, lanky figure stood up 
dizzily. "Might as well be," He said in a half-mutter-half-pout voice. David stood up also and flipped his hair 
back, and rolled his eyes. "He was crying, he woke me up. You scared him. Bad" 

Gar only sighed in response. "Sorry, | forgot we shared a room. Really.’ 

"Yeah, whatever. I'm still pissed about this. You know he gets scared easily.’ 

"Did not" 

"Yeah? Well- you think you'd know by now from past experience. You're on a thin line here, Samuelson 

"Is it a line of coke?" 

"You're fucked, you know that?" 

"Not as fucked as you, taking advantage of Dave like that. Shame on you." 

The young man paused and blushed, which caused Gar to snicker. He shook his head and crawled up on the 
couch, stretching out while the blonde drummer was mixing some sort of alcoholic beverage in the small 
kitchen. "What are you talking about?" David spat out. "| never have taken advantage of him," Gar looked at 


him, eyebrow raised. "In any way. Why would you think that?" 


The taller man shrugged. "Just an assumption. | always see you looking at him, and you're always.. Y'know." 
David scowled, but clearly had a faint blush appear on his cheeks. "What?" 


Gar paused to sit down on the couch, sipping on his Blacktooth Grin that was in a flimsy plastic cup. He nudged 
David to move, and scooted to one side of the plush couch, making himself comfortable. Gar finished his sip 


and crossed one leg over the other. "You know it, Ellefson. Don't play dumb. You treat him like a baby, always 
pampering him, giving him attention, I've seen you comfort him to sleep. You could practically be fucking him, 


wouldn't surprise me." 


His face turned even redder, so he turned away from the taller man. "Never! That's fuckin’ gross, dude." His 
feathery bangs covered his embarrassed eyes. 


"Awww, is that blush?" 

"No, it isn’t. You cunt. Never knew you pay so much attention to that gay shit" 
"| don't. Im not blind, though" 

ere 


"Gar!" The both of them cocked their heads, shocked at the sudden noise. A blur of red came jolting at the 
couch. The blur, was in fact a very happy Dave who had pounced onto Gar, squeezing him tightly. Blush arose 
onto the tall junkie's cheeks, as he carefully set his drink onto the ground. The ginger rested on his chest, 
wrapping his arms tightly around Gar. "I thought you were dead! So glad you're not. | was scared." He purred, 
and his eyes fluttered shut. The sight of this left David wide-eyed, and he felt a tinge of jealousy rush 
through him. 


Gar looked at the small man in his lap, and began to pet his scalp, thin fingers messaging the orange curls. 
When the young man made an almost mewling sound in delight, Gar shot a satisfied smirk to the man on the 
other side of the couch, enjoying knowing he was making him all upset. David stirred inside, knowing that this 
was gonna become a competition for the two to compete over the naive boy. 


‘Challenge accepted’, David thought to himself. 

After a while of painfully watching Dave curled up on Gar's lap, he realized the adorable redhead had fallen 
asleep. David looked at the mass of orange curls on Gar and felt like he was going to cry. Why is he feeling like 
this? This wasn't him, right? David Ellefson? Psh, no fucking way. But, he couldn't help feeling hurt and jealous. 
But, it wasn't a mystery that Dave was very affectionate to people, so he passed it off. Or- tried. 


"You okay?" The drummer asked. David felt the jealousy come back, boiling up in him, eating at him. He wanted 
to punch Gar Samuelson. 


He stood up and turned around, forcing himself to not look at them. 


"Yeah, peachy. I'm goin’ back to my room. Night." 


